1830]                             HALLAM   AND   DANTE.                                45
Dante, with notes and prefaces. For this task Hallam, who in 1827 had been in Italy with his parents and had drunk deep of the older Italian literature, says that he was perfecting himself in German and Spanish, and was proposing to plunge into the Florentine historians and the medieval Schoolmen. He writes to my father: "I expect to glean a good deal of knowledge from you concerning metres which may be serviceable, as well for my philosophy in the notes as for my actual handiwork in the text. I purpose to discuss considerably about poetry in general, and about the ethical character of Dante's poetry."
My father said of his friend: " Arthur Hallam could take in the most abstruse ideas with the utmost rapidity and insight, and had a marvellous power of work and thought, and a wide range of knowledge. On one occasion, I remember, he mastered a difficult book of Descartes at a single sitting."
On June 6th, 1829, the announcement was made that my father had won the prize medal for his poem in blank verse on " Timbuctoo V To win the prize in anything
1 From Somersby, after his father's death (1831 probably), he wrote to the printer Metcalfe, who had asked permission to include " Timbuctoo " in a collection of Cambridge Prize Poems :
SOMERSBY.
SIR, As you intend to reprint the Cambridge Prize Poems, it would seem odd to leave mine out, tho1 for my own part 1 had much rather you had not thought of it. Prize Poems (without any exception even in favour of Mr. Milman's " Belvedere11) are not properly speaking "Poems" at all, and ought to be forgotten as soon as recited. I could have wished that poor " Timbuctoo " might have been suffered to slide quietly off, with all its errors, into forgetfulness: however as I do not expect to turn you from your purpose of republishing the pc ps, I suppose mine must be printed along with them: only for "cones of Pyramids," which is nonsense (p. 10), I will thank you to substitute "peaks of Pyramids."
I am, Sir, yours truly,
ALFRED TENNYSON.
(As the poem is now published this is the sole correction. My father would say, " ' The Lover's Tale1 and < Timbuctoo1 are in no way imitative of